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Professor Vandyke Greenhill, 
Ornithologist 

H N the heart of the Adirondacks, as far from 
civilization as possible, an ornitholo^st, one. Prof. 
Vandyke Greenhill, had set up a log cabin as a 
home to spend his summer in search of rare specimens. 
Below his cabin was a beautiful, silvery lake which re- 
flected the surrounding mountains, and into this body of 
water flowed a sparkling, merry, little stream, which rose 
somewhere in the mountains, and furnished the Prof, with 
some of his food supply. 

Professor Vandyke Greenhill was a courageous person 
who flinched at no timie, no matter how dangerous the situa- 
tion. This was brought about through his extensive travels 
in which he searched for specimens. He had graduated 
from Yale not more than five years previously and was a 
very intelligent person of around thirty years and very 
good looking, although his name may suggest some dry book 
woirni. Though he was a very brave man, he had never 
learned to brave a woman, neither at college nor when 
traveling. 

Not far from his cabin, unknown to the Prof., was a 
girls’ summer camp, to which young co-eds of that section 
flocked during the summer months. Among these was one 
of the modern flappers by name Elizabeth Hall, more 
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commonly known as ‘'Betty the Flapper,” who was always 
looking for adventure or excitement of some kind, particu- 
larly that which some young man figured in. Just as this 
camp was unknown to the Prof., so was the Prof.'s cabin 
unknown to the camp members. 

One bright June morning Prof. Greenhill decided to go 
up into the mountains and do a bit of exploring. On this 
same day Betty and a few of her closest friends had decided 
upon a hike into the woods and “roughing it” the whole 
day. So having prepared lunch and all other necessities 
the girls started on their way. They set out in an ^easterly 
direction, planning to turn north and then to return from 
the west, thus making a semicircle. One or two of the girls 
had taken along with them their ukeleles, which being light 
did not impede them, and they played them and sang all 
during their hike. 

Towards noon Betty suggested that they stop and have 
lunch, but the other girls wanted to find a sitream to eat 
by so that they might have some fresh mountain water. 
Finally, after about an hour had passed, Betty, who was 
a little in the lead of the oithers, came upon the spot where 
the Prof, lived. 

“Oh, girls !” she shouted, “look what I have found.” 

The others quickly hastening their pace came upon the 
place also. 

“Isn't it lovely!” exclaimed one. 

“Gorgeous!” cried another. 

“Let's go up and see who lives up here,” suggested Betty. 

“Yes, do,” chorused the others in practically one voice. 

The girls went up the steps and tried the door which was 
left open, for neither had it a lock nor had Prof. Greenhill 
expected anyone in the neighborhood. Cautiously, led by 
Betty, they entered the cabin and began their inspection 
of the place. 

“Pshaw!” exclaimed Betty, with an air of disgust, after 
some minutes of searching, “Professor Vandyke Greenhill, 
probably some old fogy who keeps his nose in a book all 
the time; just look at the stuif he reads.” 
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‘‘Let’s get out,” suggested one of the girls, “this is no 
place for us.” 

Betjty, not knowing what the Prof, really looked like 
readily agreed, and calling to the other girls bade them 
follow her. 

“Let’s go down by this stream and eat,” said someone, 
“I’m starving.” 

“Hiurrah for you,” cried the others, and together they 
went on down to the stream. 

Aljthough it was not yet far past noon the sky was getting 
dark, and one of the girls chancing to look up, noticed fast 
gathering storm clouds. 

“We had better not eat now,” she said to the others, “for 
there is a storm coming up and we will surely get caught 
in it,” 

“Huh!” sniffed Betty, who was the only brave one in the 
bunch, “who’s scared of a few drops of rain?” 

However the other girls did not relish a drenching and 
decided to get started on their way back. 

“Aren’t you coming with us?” asked one of Betty. 

“Not before I eat; not for anybody,” she replied. 

“Better come on,” put in the others who were eager to 
be on their way, “this promises to be a record thunder- 
storm” 

“You may as well go on,” she replied, “I’m eating first.” 

And with this last remark the girls set off. Betty, hum- 
ming a tune to herself, began unpacking her lunch and pre- 
pared to eat. She looked up at the sky and saw the fast 
gathering clouds darken the skies more and more. 

“Little thing like you wont keep me from eating my 
lunch,” she said to herself. 

About an hour later, after she had finished her lunch 
and was preparing to leave, the storm broke. Jagged 
streaks of lightning split the skies, the thunder roared, the 
rain fell in torrents and poor Betty was all alone in the 
midst of it. 

She could not possibly make the camp now so she thought 
the only thing she could do was to go to the Prof.’s cabin. 
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By the time she reached it, however, she felt and looked 
as if she had tried to take a bath with her clothes on. Enter- 
ing the cabin her first thoughts were of finding dry clothes, 
so she set about searching for some. 

After some minutes of searching she found an old pair 
of trousers, a shirt, and a sweater, which she immediately 
put on, having removed her own wet clothes. Although it 
was in June and right after noon, because of her drenching 
Betty was shivering from cold. She saw an open hearth 
at the end of the cabin and a few spHt-up logs beside it. 
On the mantel above she found matches and over in a cor- 
ner a pile of papers. Soon there was a bright fire in the 
hearth and Betty, having hung up her clothes to dry, drew 
up a chair and was warming herself. 

From the cheery warmth of the fire, the drizzle of the 
rain, and the comfiness of her chair, Betty was almost 
going to sleep when yshe heard someone rattling at the 
door. Instantly she thought of the Prof., and she pictured 
him to herself, as a thorougly drenched, bad natured, ugly, 
scowling Professor. Quickly she got up and ran to the door, 
but when she opened it she was more than surprised, for 
this was not what she had expected. Instead of a horrible 
old man, she beheld a smiling, good-looking young man; 
yet, she could not believe this was the Professor. 

“Who are you?” she asked. 

“I am Prof. Vandyke Greenhill, graduate of Yale Uni- 
versity. Who, may I ask, are you?” 

“I am Elizabeth Hall, from the summer camp about a 
mile from here. I was caught in the storm and sought your 
cabin as a shelter.” 

“But, surely, you do not expect to stay here alone with 
me?” he asked rather embarrassed. 

“Sure! Why not? I wont hurt you,” she replied. 

“But, what will people say when they hear of this ?” he 
asked. 

“I should worry,” said Betty. “By the way, don’t call 
me Elizabeth, call me Betty.” 
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‘"You are 'er — putting me in a most embarrassing posi- 
tion/’ said the Prof. 

“What’s the matter?” .asked Betty, rather impatiently, 
“are you scared of me?” 

“Er-uh-uh, no; but I — uh — don’t know just what to do.” 

“Get me something to eat, if you have nothing else to do,” 
she answered. 

And so the Prof., not knowing what to do, prepared a 
meal for two. Betty in the meanwhile hovered around and 
got in his way, offering to help him in whatever way she 
could, which made it more embarrassing for Prof. After 
the meal was prepared they sat at a small table and silently 
partook of the food. 

“Have you a cigarette?” asked Betty of Prof, when they 
had both finished eating. 

“No, but I have a ipipe and some pipe tobacco,” replied 
Prof. ; ! 

“Well, let me have some tobacco and paper and see what 
I can do towards rolling my own.” 

Finally after one or two unsuccessful attempts she got 
one to stay together and producing a match she lit it. Be- 
tween puffs she looked at Prof, with a bewitching smile 
which made it awkward for the poor fellow. Noticing the 
effects of this she winked at him and smiled at the expres- 
sion on the Prof.’s' face. 

At last Prof, could stand it no longer. He got up and 
went out on the porch and there lighting Ms pipe he seemed 
to forget his embarrassment. But, Betty was going to have 
her fun, and after waiting about ten minutes she followed 
him out. 

“My handsome boy,” she said, “won’t you talk to me?” 

The poor Prof., the first time in his life addressed in such 
a manner by a woman, became blood red in his face and be- 
ing so embarrassed, he could not say a word. 

Betty came still nearer to him and whispered to him, try- 
ing to see just how much she could fluster him. 
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But, now, Prof, had reached the cord’s length. He seized 
her in his strong arms a,nd crushed her lips to his. 

‘T love you,” he said, ‘T love you.” 

Betty was quite astounded, not expecting this from Prof. ; 
however, she liked it. 

"‘Will you marry me?” he asked her, all traces of shyness 
having left him. 

“Yes,” she answered as she looked uip into his face. 

Two weeks later the following announcement was made 
in the papers of New York : 

Mr. and Mrs. John T. Hall announce the engagement of 
their daughter, Elizabeth, to Prof. Vandyke Greenhill. The 
wedding will be quietly solemnized at home. 

And so, another shy bachelor makes his move in the 
game of matrimony. Manuel Valaske, ’28. 


Fished 



LL was serene and quiet in the office of the Herald, 
one of Nashville’s leading newspapers. Editor 
James Buchanan wasn’t very busy at the time. 
All the repoi\ters were out except Jimmy Haring, the new 
cub reporter. 

It was eight a.m. when John Davis, the sport writer, 
ran in crying: 

“Mr. Buchanan, there’s a big railroad wreck about six 
miles out on the Harding pike. A friend of mine who 
lives out that way heard it crash as he left home.” 

The editor jumped to his feet and, seeing no other re- 
porter besides Jimmy, said: 

“Haring, go out there and get me a story.” 

Here was Jimmy’s chance to make good. He jumped 
to his feet and ran out of the door and up the street where 
his Ford roadster was parked. Much to his dismay he dis- 
covered he had a flat tire. He hurriedly took the tire off 
and put his extra on. It seemed to him that it took him 
an hour to fix it, but it was only a few minutes. 
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He jumiped in his Ford and put his foot on the starter, 
bUft it did not work. He pushed again but it was in vain, 
the starter was stuck and would not work. Jimmy jumped 
out and quickly cranked it. 

At last he was started. Every corner in the uptown dis- 
trict that he came to the red light was on, and he had to 
wait until the green light flashed. 

Finally he reached Sixteenth Avenue and West End. 
There his radiator began to steam, so he drove Into Black- 
wood’s Filling Station and had some water put in it. He 
then started again. He thought that he would surely get 
there without any further mishaps, but he was gravely mis- 
taken. 

When he reached Murphy Road his motor sputtered once 
or .twice, then stopped. He was out of gas. He jumped 
out and ran to the Richland Filling Station, which was 
about three blocks down the street. Jimmy bought a gallon 
of gas, borrowed a can to carry it in, and ran back to his 
Ford and poured the gas in the tank. Then he drove to the 
filling station and had his tank filled. 

Jimmy drove out the pike as fast as his little Ford would 
run and finally reached the railroad crossing. 

What did he see? Lo and behold! a handcar with a 
broken axle. 

Then and there Jimmy Haring passed out. 

Neill Owen, ’28. 
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Mrs. Manning’s Exit 

H r. MANNING had a very delicate tas*te for tobacco 
and it had taken him a long time to find a brand 
that suited him. He had tried almost all the kinds 
of tobacco that he had ever heard of, and although he 
now smoked Velvet, he was not wholly satisfied. 

Mrs. Manning was a member of the town’s anti-tobacco 
league, and her husband’s constant search for a brand of 
tobacco which suited had almost run her distracted. Be- 
sides, she had been called up before the league about allow- 
ing her husband to smoke. 

Now Mrs. Manning was by no means the boss of her 
house, as most women are, and when she objected to her 
husband’s “vice,” she was told, politely yet very firmly, 
where to get off. Now this disturbed her not a little, for if 
her own husband hadn’t smoked a ipipe wouldn’t she have 
been elected president of the league at the last meeting? 

“What can I do?” was the thought that occupied her mind 
as she sat down to read the evening paper. As she slowly 
turned the pages her eye fell upon the following : 

“Guaranteed to cure all previous tobacco habits, including 
snuff. For further information write to Sam Smiall & Co., 
1231 East Avenue, New York, N. Y.” 

“Now that is the very thing I want,” thought Mrs. 
Manning. “I’ll just write to find out if he can be cured 
without knowing it.” 

Three weeks later, after an exchange of letters, she re- 
ceived a small package containing something that looked 
and smelled like tobacco, with the directions, “Use this in 
place of the tobacco of the patient to be cured.” 

That evening while her husband was at work Mrs. Man- 
ning emptied the tobacco from her husband’s can into the 
ash tray and poured the contents of the package in its 
place. In her hurry to get out of the room before her hus- 
band’s arrival she forgot the tobacco she had emptied into 
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the tray, and when Mr. Manning returned home he desired 
to know who had been pouring his tobacco out. 

"‘Now, you see, dearie,’’ replied his uneasy wife, “I was 
just (putting some new tobacco that I found in your can 
so you could smoke it and see if you liked it.” 

“That sounds rather queer,” he answered, “but I’ll try it 
just for you.” 

After filling his pipe and lighting it, he took one or two 
good puffs and then sprang to his feet and clapped his 
hands together. 

“Well ! well ! This is just what I’ve been looking for all 
these years. This tobacco is perfect. I had decided this 
afternoon to give up smoking because I couldn’t find a brand 
of tobacco that I liked, but now if you will kindly give me 
the nam.e of this tobacco I think I will buy about twenty 
tins of it right away.” 

The next day Mr. Manning received this letter: 

“Dear Sir: We know that by now you mus>t have sami- 
pled our latest tobacco. Although we use a strange method 
to bring it to your notice, yet it has proved very effective 
throughout the country. We are referring to the tobacco 
which your wife must have presented you in the last few 
days. We are ready to take orders. 

Sincerely yours, 

Sam Small.” 

The following day the anti-tobacco league received the 
notice of Mrs. Manning’s resignation. 

Moultrie Ball, ’27. 
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The Rum Runners 

H T had been a beautiful day, but the ending was 
much more so. The sun, dappled by patches of 
fleecy clouds, was in all its glory, siplashing the 
distant clouds with magnificent opalescent tints. 

In a little harbor in southern France a schooner was 
silhouetted against this splendor; its outline seemed black 
against the golden sky. It was all like a dream, a very 
picture ! 

It was an American schooner, the Mary R. This was its 
second day in this quiet little port, but its captain seemed in 
no hurry. The vessel rode idly at her anchor. She seemed 
to be waiting; just waiting — for what? 

And waiting was what Percival T. Marvin, its captain, 
was doing. But he exipected the fruit of his adventure to 
arrive presently. Yes, it should arrive at almost any 
minute now. Captain Marvin pulled out a large gold watch 
and gazed at it nervously, then rammed it back in his 
jacket and looked at his companion, who was quietly gazing 
out of a little balcony window. ‘‘They are due in about 
a half now, Herbert,’’ Captain Marvin said; “Lord, but I 
wish they’d hurry. I’m getting nervous just parking idly 
in this one-horse port.” He arose and joined Herbert at 
the window. “Look, Herbert!” he exclaimed, ipointing to 
the road where it just topped a small hill not far from the 
inn where they were located. “The first of the trucks. 
They are here earlier than I expected. Let’s go down and 
meet them.” 

Paul Herbert was a giant of a man; he was a perfect 
specimen of his species. His six feet two inches was topped 
by broad manly shoulders. He was not only physically per- 
fect but handsome, very handsome for a seaman. Captain 
Marvin had picked him up in New Brunswick. Herbert 
had applied to him, and as he lacked men, he took him on. 
After only two days out. Captain Marvin had recognized 
excellent seamanship in him and made Herbert his first 
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mate. Besides Captain Marvin and Herbert, only one man 
on board the ship knew the nature of their expedition and 
that was John Rawley, a huge seaman, who had been first 
mate before Herbert came ; now he was lowered to second 
mate, and was naturally very jealous of Paul’s good for- 
tune. But Captain Marvin saw intelligence plus brawn in 
the fine features of Herbert, therefore he had replaced Raw- 
ley’s brute strength with strength and sense. 

An hour later the work of loading the ship with its pre- 
cious cargo was under way. Large cases, small cases, high 
ones and long ones were taken out of the trucks, put into 
small boats, taken to the schooner and carefully loaded 
into the hold. It was early morning before the last of the 
trucks had unloaded and departed. 

“Now,” sighed Captain Marvin, as he stepped into the 
launch that was to carry him to the vessel, “we want to get 
away from here as rapidly as possible. Even U. S. men 
watch these tiny ports, for seeing suspicious American ves- 
sels loading up with excellent liquors gives them many leads 
and clues.” 

“Yes, Captain,” Herbert replied, “we can be out of here 
in fifteen minutes now.” He gazed at the schooner Mary 
R. a bare two hundred yards away, and as he did so a malig- 
nant gleam shone in his fair blue eyes. “Then,” he con- 
tinued, “we’ll be safe.” But as Herbert added this he 
chuckled inwardly. 

Twenty-four days out with only the foaming brine to wel- 
come them. So far they had had only good luck, for the 
weather favored them, but now with the Florida coast a 
bare three days away a storm was brewing, and a mighty 
storm it was going to be. It broke suddenly; the sky and 
sea took on a ghastly hue. Then as if a giant balloon had 
burst, the angry elements burst forth in all their pent-up 
fury. It seemed as if the sky and sea met, and as they 
did they added clamor to the terrifying scene. 

Herbert was on watch on the bridge, enshrouded in his 
sou’wester, barely holding his ground on the slippery deck. 
The wind was blowing a terrific gale. The only way he 
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could hold his ground was to clutch desperately to the rail. 
And as he was holding the rail for dear life and peering in- 
tently ahead of him into the dreadful night, a bulky black 
form slipped stealthily behind him and brought the butt of 
a pistol down upon his head with a resounding whack. 

When he awoke he found himself in irons. He sat up 
and gently rubbed the back of his head where he had re- 
ceived the blow. He looked around dazedly at his surround- 
ings, unable to fathom his predicament, then suddenly his 
hand shot to his inside coat ipocket. His papers \ they were 
gone! Then they had discovered who he was. They had 
found out he was a government officer in disguise on a mis- 
sion to catch these rum runners red-handed. Herbert lay 
back upon the hard floor with a groan. It was all up with 
him now, he thought. There was no telling what they 
would do to him, but he must get out somehow to notify the 
authorities. He must get these lawbreakers caught some- 
how; he just must! 

In the Captain s Quarters Captain Maiwin was telling 
Hawley , That was a fine piece of strategy on your part, 
Rawley, although you might have gotten into trouble if 
Herbert had been all right. You would have received the 
mutiny penalty, which is death, for it is mutiny, you know, 
to attack a supeidor officer on board ship. But, anyway, 
you were correct, and he’s just a dirty spy. I’ll have to 
think of some way to reward you.” 

“Aw shucks, chief,” Rawley boasted, “I knew he was a 
service man when I first saw him, but I don’t suppose I 
ever would have found out if you hadn’t promoted him to 
my position and made me jealous.” 

“Well,” Captain Marvin leaned back in his chair and lit 
up a large cigar, “we’ve caught him, and now to get rid of 
this cargo. Dump Herbert somewhere and find us a new 
place to get rid of our future cargoes, for we can never 
Use the same place again, since he knows where our secret 
place is.” 

Say, Cap,” Rawley seemed to be thinking, even though 
it was unusual, “why find a new place just on account of 
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that bozo ? You know we gotta mighty fine place, and good 
places are hard to find nowadays. Why not just bump Her- 
bert off? Dead men tell no tales.” He gave Marvin a 
knowing look and a wicked smile overspread his ugly fea- 
tures. 

The Captain looked up quickly, then stroked his chin re- 
flectively. “I don’t know.” He speculated on each word as 
he said them. “You know murders are mighty messy and 
sometimes dangerous, especially when you’re fooling with a 
government man, and then again I don’t know but what it 
would be the best plan after all.” 

“Sure it’s the best iplan.” Rawley leaned forward eager- 
ly, for he felt that Marvin was weakening. “And if the kill- 
ing part is all you’re worried about. I’ll do that. The truth 
is I’d really enjoy killing the big boob.” 

“All right, then,” said Captain Marvin, “it’s settled. 
You’ll kill him when we reach the Florida coast; but re- 
member, not before, for I want you to take him ashore to 
kill him, I don’t want any killings aboard my ship.” 

“Aye, aye. Captain,” replied Rawley, “just as you say.” 

The night following Herbert’s incarceration found him in 
a direful mood. Here he was, sent on an important job to 
round up a gang of rum runners, and just as he was about 
to turn the trick he let them outwit him. But Herbert had 
a plan and the time was almost ripe for it to materialize. 
In half an hour his jailor would bring his supper and then 
— well, Herbert had noticed that he had the keys to his 
fetters on a ring tied to his belt. Herbert was determined 
to get those keys or die in the attempt, for he would more 
than likely die anyway. 

Promptly at sevennthirty Herbert heard his jailor’s foot- 
steps in the corridor. He immediately bumped over in the 
corner of his cell as if in agony, and as the sailor opened 
the cell door Herbert emitted an agonizing groan. The 
surprised sailor gazed at Herbert hunched up in the corner. 
“Well, bless me,” he exclaimed, “if the poor bloke ain’t sick. 
I’ll have to see if I can help him any.” He walked forward, 
and putting the tray of food on the floor, leaned over Her- 
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bert. But as he did so a strong brown arm shot out swiftly 
and clutched him by the throat. Herbert jumped up quick- 
ly and with the iron shackle ai-ound his waist he struck the 
sailor a sharp blow across the head that sent himi into 
slumberland. It didn’t take him long to put the sailor in his 
irons, then he gagged him lest he come to before he had 
done his dirty work. 

The eight o’clock watch had just come on duty as Herbert 
slipped stealthily on deck. The rest of the crew were in 
their hammocks save the wireless telegrapher, who was 
always on duty. The wireless room was aft on the star- 
board side and the watch was forward on the bridge, so 
Herbert felt fairly safe and was practically certain his 
plans would materialize. 

The air was as silent as a tomb that night, so Sparks, the 
telegrapher, was deeply engrossed in a magazine. He was 
so interested that before he knew it two strong hands 
clutched his throat in a death grip. He was so frightened 
that he fainted from fear. It was just what Herbert 
wanted, for he hated to kill a fellow, especially one like 
Sparks, who had always treated him well. He even hated 
to do what he did, but now Sparks was in the way of his 
duty, and friendship must be forgotten. He bound and 
gagged Sparks and immediately set to work at the key. At 
first he sent out an S. 0. S. message until at last he got into 
communication with an American destroyer. Then he made 
himself known, told his predicament, gave their present 
location from the charts Sparks always kept before him, 
and made known the exact place where they intended un- 
loading the liquors. He advised them to have a coast guard 
cutter at the location he stated and to send out others to 
round up the Mary R., for she had a very important cargo. 
Then finishing up his message that meant everything, he 
told them to use their utmost haste. 

Herbert pulled off the ear phones with a sigh of relief. 
Lord ! but he was glad that was over ; now he could die in 
peace for his country, for now he didn’t feel as if he had 
fallen down on his job. He still had a chance for success 
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yet, that is, in saving his own life; for if the destroyers 
and cutters hurried they might reach them before morning. 
In the event they did, he would be saved. While Herbert 
sat there he went to sleep. 

A loud clanging awoke him. It was the alarm bell on 
board the Mary R. He jumped up and ran out on deck. 
The other men in their excitement didn’t even recognize 
him. He ran to the rail, and bearing down on them, per- 
haps a quarter of a mile away, was an American destroyer. 
Herbert felt rejuvenated. He felt like a new man. It 
seemed he could lick the whole world single-handed. When 
the officers aboard the destroyer saw the men making prep- 
arations aboard the Mary R., they fired a shot across her 
bow, which was a sign to surrender or get sunk. Captain 
Marvin decided to surrender. 

By morning the crew of the Mary R. was aboard the de- 
stroyer and in irons, and a prize crew headed by Herbert 
took the Mary R. back to New York. Here Herbert again 
was highly praised for his admirable bravery and daring; 
then he was sent out on another job. ‘‘Well, such is life,” 
thought Herbert, “just one darn thing after another.” 


Wade Phillips, ’27. 




"‘str H. B. Wright 
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When a school team plays a game it is the duty of every 
student, who does not play himself, to come to the game. 

This yearns basketball team is certainly no slouch, but as 
yet the school as a whole has given it very little support. 
Show yourselves, fellows; come to the games, give a few 
good old M. B. A. cheers to pep up the team. You may not 
know it, but when you hear the boys on the sidelines pulling 
for you, even if you are behind, it makes you feel like fight- 
ing harder. 

In the days gone by no M. B. A. basketball team ever 
played at the ‘‘Y’’ unless there was a large crowd of stu- 
dents and alumni to see the game. Get some of the old-timie 
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spirit into your bones, you new boys, and not only be seen, 
but also be heard at the games. 

We have at last tasted defeat. We must remember that 
someone has to lose. We have won until we seemed invin- 
cible; but now we have taken a downward step. We are 
not lost, by a wide margin, but without the support of the 
whole student body the team will have a much harder task. 
Turn out for all the games and cheer the team until you 
■are hoarse. Give them a good send-off to the Cotton States 
Tournament. Another thing, if we should lose, bear it as 
we have borne success. A good loser looks better than a 
bad winner. 


The last year at prep school means a lot to us boys. 
We hope to erase all the previous errors of conduct by a 
special effort to be cheerfully agreeable and obedient. We 
are just realizing how little we have accomplished and how 
much we must crowd into this year. 

We are leaving old surroundings and good friends ; many 
of us even leaving our home town, some to enter right into 
life’s responsibilities, others to enter college. For us all it 
is a time filled with many “bitter sweets.” We want to do 
so much more than we are really able. But let us make the 
last day a success by doing each day our best to ourselves, 
our classmates and our teachers. 


In regard to the financial condition of the Bulletin, a 
paper that every M. B. A. student should be proud of, there 
is much to be said . Our Business Manager, George Martin, 
is having a tough time collecting enough money to pay off 
his debts. You must remember that the publication of our 
paper depends almost entirely on the student body subscrip- 
tions, although we do get some aid from our advertisements. 

At the beginning of this scholastic year every student 
enrolled at that time pledged himself to a subscription to 
the Bulletin. A pledge, you must remember, is not merely 
an oral or a written promise, it is an honorable duty that 
you pledge on your honor to keep. There are a good many 


20 


MOOSTTGOMIERY BELL BULLETIN 


who have paid their subscriptions, a small item of two dol- 
lars ; yes, small compared to what you get in return for it ; 
but there are still many who have already received two 
issues of our publication and have not given us one penny 
in return. 

Now, fellows, this money must be gotten in in order 
to publish our remaining issues. There are three more 
coming, including the senior issue at the last of the year. 
Our senior issue we give along with the rest of the sub- 
scription. This no other school does. The others usually 
have a stiff charge for their commencement issue alone. If 
you happen to have the money now, take up your note; if 
you have not, please get it and make good your pledge. 


IN THE NIGHT 

It was a dreamy starlit night 
When I first met her there. 

We sat upon a marble bench, 

I stroked her radiant hair. 

Her eyes of brown seemed pools 
of fire 

As I gazed into them long; 

The contour of her lovely face 
Filled my heart with song. 

I did caress her lovely brow, 
And stroked her dainty nose; 
But when she opened her red lips 
I hastily arose. 

She was a dog that loved to bite 
The stranger in her gate. 

And when her teeth clamped on 
my leg 

I mourned my awful fate. 

Neill Owen, ^28. 


Wfrhp]]’^ CANDIES 

^/C/ LI/ # L O L L t-/ 323 UNION STREET 
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TO THE SENIORS 

When you have passed your time 
out here 

And off to icollege go, 

Don’t let the spirit of this school 
In your fond heart sink low. 

Remember first old M. B. A., 

A school that’s always right; 

Remember each and every team 
That for this school did fight. 

Remember all that you did learn, 
The faculty that taught; 

Remember how they made you 
work, 

The change in you they 
wrought. 

Remember first the red and 
white. 

And till your dying day 

Just back this school and proudly 
boast, 

‘T am from M. B. A.” 

Moody, ’27. 


THE SANDS OF SAHARA 

The rolling dunes of sand stretch 
out 

Before his burning eyes. 

His parched throat is as dry as 
dust, 

But death he still defies. 

On through the treeless wastes 
he goes. 

No aid has come along; 

But where he goes he knoweth 
not. 

He merely stumbles on. 

His steed is dead, his water gone. 

He is in a sad, sad plight. 

If he can live on through the day 

He will not die tonight. 


At last the sun begins to sink 
Behind the waves of sand. 

The air is cool, and his hot face 
By a light breeze is fanned. 

The moon comes up, the desert 
sands 

Are bathed in silver light. 

The wanderer now looks afar 
On through the welcomed 
night. 

A spot he sees; it seems not real 
To his glazed and weary eyes. 
It takes on shape, and trees do 
form, 

And to them now he flies. 

The spring is full of water pure, 
And fruit is at its best. 

He lies beneath the open sky. 
And soon he is at rest. 

D. L. Scott, ’27. 


THE HISTORY OF A LATIN 
CLASS 

My first experience of this class 
Was back in Latin Three; 

It fwas a class of many boys 
Who studied eagerly. 

And next year when this class did 
meet 

In Caesar’s Latin Four, 

It still had many names on roll 
Of those who would learn 
more. 

But Cicero came next in line. 
The boys on roll were five; 
For very few of those old boys 
Were able to survive. 

And now the class of Latin Six 
Greets us each day, you see; 
But now this thriving Latin class 
Consists of only three. 

Moody, ’27. 
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Tom Joy, ’07, and Harold Joy, 
'09, have recently opened up the 
new flower store on Union Street 
known as The Little Shop, a 
branch of their main store. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

■Crockett Gunn, '24, is now in 
charge of the S^ndard Candy 
Company's office in Atlanta, Ga. 
“Fritz" Vess, ’25, is also with 
this same company in Nashville. 
* ♦ ♦ 

Frank Blair, ’12, is Chief Com 
struction Engineer of the Nash- 
ville Bridge Company. 

iji * 

“Doc" Kuhn, ’17, is the proud 
father of a young girl and is liv- 
ing in Miami, Florida. He is 

connected with Coral Gables. 

* ♦ ❖ 

Hilliard Phillips, ’23, is the 
junior partner of D. W. Phillips 
& Sons. 

William Christopher, ’26, is in 
Little Rock, Ark., with the Na- 
tional Life & Accident Insurance 
Company. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Thomas Roberts, ’26, former 
star athlete, is now enjoying a 
happy married life in Flat Rock, 
and continues to star in basket- 
ball circles with the Ramblers. 

* * * 

Charles Barham, ’20, is man- 
ager of the Centennial and the 
West End branches of the Fourth 
and First Bank and Trust Co. 


Charles Byron, ’24, is selling 
insurance. 

* * w- 

John Thomason, halfback on 
our 1916 State Championship 
football team, is living in Nolens- 
villc, Tenn., and is a member of 
the firm of Thomason & Wil- 
liams. 

^ ^ 

E. W. Wrenne, ’89, is the Su- 
perintendent of Transportation 

with the N., C. & St. L. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Vincent Murray, ’25, and 

Frank Whitehead, ’22, are with 
the National Life and Accident 

Insurance Co. 

* « ♦ 

Hays Jakes, ’25, our former 
diamond star, is now playing 
with the Sewanee basketball 

team. 

4c 41 III 

West H. Morton, ’88, is now 
Register of Davidson County. 

4i « « 

Wyatt Jacobs, ’25, has recent- 
ly made the Vanderbilt Intercol- 
legiate debating team. 

He ♦ « 

J. 0. Burge, ’01, is owner of 

Gattis Chemical Co. 

♦ * * 

Baxter Moore, '25, is starring 
in his studies as usual at the Uni- 
versity of Cincinnati. 

♦ 4i 4i 

E. L. Strasser, ’20, is a pros- 
perous farmer on the Chicken 
Pike. 
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In the recent elections held 
in the three literary societies the 
results are as follows: 

In the Clark Society, Martin, 
President; Ward Phillips, Vice- 
President; Aaron, Secretary. 

In the Ewing Society, Connor, 
President; Thomason, Vice-Presi- 
dent; Moody, Secretary. 

In the Junior Society, Wrenne, 
President; Kranz, Vice-Presi- 
dent; May, Secretary. 

« 

Since the alumni editor, Oscar 
Edmonson, has quit school, it has 
been necessary to elect a new 
alumni editor. At the election, 
Herbert Brown was chosen by 
the Senior class to fill the va- 
cancy. If any of you happen to 
know anything interesting of an 
old M. B. A. man, turn his name 
in to Herb. 

m * * 

Revised Geometric Proposi- 
tions : 

Prop. 152: Two drunkards hav- 
ing equal capacity are to each 
other as their bankrolls. 

Prop. 58: Two teahounds are 
similar if the dissipation and as- 
sumed knowledge of one is equal 
respectively to the dissipation 
and assumed knowledge of the 
other. 

Prop. 248: Two dice traveling 
in the same plane do not meet 
the total of one^s expectations. 

Prop. 77.5: The seeing of three 
pink elephants not in a straight 
line permits the drawing of one 
conclusion and only one. 


Postulate 895: Any filled bottle 
may be moved from one place to 
another without ichanging its con- 
tents or strength. 

Postulate 90.7: A straight line 
is the shortest distance between 
an empty stomach and a free 
lunch counter. 

(Reprinted from the M. B. A. 
Bulletin of 1922.) 

♦ 4 > 

The Junior Society is better 
known by the name of ‘‘The Billy 
Goat Society.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

It has been disicovered! Jim! 
mie Bass^ middle name is “Os- 
wald.” Hooray for little “Osr 
sie I” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Ain^t dot nice? 

* * * 

Vaughn is so dumb he thinks 
a punch bowl is a place where 
boxers fight. 

* * * 

Hackman: “Vaughn, did you 
ever take ether?” 

Vaughn: “No. Do they teach 
it here?” 

* * * 

Coggins : “Miller is that a good 
book you are reading?” 

Miller (looking at telephone 
book) : “Yeah, but it has too 
many characters in it.” 

The girls are getting the big- 
gest treat of their lives now. Jor- 
dan, the smartest boy in school, 
is making the rounds. 
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Help! Howard Allen is back in 
school. 

♦ 41 # 

Vaughn is always full of 
Scotch, but he stays in ‘^Dutch.’’ 

« « # 

Mr. Ball (in Latin 3) : Where 
is the subject of this sentence 
Walker?^^ 

Walker: “In the verb ’fessor.’^ 
Mr. Ball: “What is the verb/’ 
Walker (looking at Hill) : 
“lubet?” 

Mr. Ball: “No betting in 
school, Walker?” 

Walker: “Why, sir, let me ex- 
plain.” 

« ♦ 4* 

M. B. A. has lost a game. The 
Nashville public is on its throne 
and all is well with the world. 

♦ ♦ * 

LATIN SIX 

There is a class in M. B. A., 

A class of three, they say; 

It is the class of Latin Six, 

The hardest class today. 

The author of this book is one, 

A writer of great fame; 

He was a man of noble heart, 
Yes, Virgil was his name. 

Some students say that Caesar’s 
hard. 

They say they cannot pass. 

But wait until they greet this 
work 

In Virgil’s Latin class. 

Some say that Cicero is “tough,” 
That he has Virgil beat; 

But soon they’ll change their 
minds, I know. 

When Latin Six they greet. 

Now if you want to have good 
marks 

And all your studies pass. 

Take this advice from one who 
knows 

And steer clear of this class. 

Moody, ’27. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

The other day somebody stole 
some sleep in History Four. De- 
tective Walker was quickly put 
on the job and the guilty person 
proved to be Earl Blair. 


Coach: “You don’t want to eat 
anything heavy just before this 
game. Order some eggs and 
toast.” 

Young: “Coach, I’m hungry, I 
want a steak.” 

Coach: “All right, I don’t guess 
you will fall off tonight.” 

He: “Every time I kiss you 
it makes me a stronger man.” 

She: “Oh Joe! A few more 
and you will look just like Lionel 
Strongfoot.” 

4 < ♦ 

A new song hit: “If tears will 
bring you back, I think I’ll 
laugh.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Correct this sentence: “And 
v/hen Mrs. O’FIannigan saw the 
picture of the shamrock she stood 
up and hissed.” 

♦ ♦ « 

We all think that Tom Hill 
looks just like Daniel Boone. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

WANT COLUMN 

Wanted — To know what makes 
Myers so strong. Whole School. 

Wanted- — To know where Helm 
gets his hats. — Nashville Tent 
and Awning Co. 

Wanted — To know where one 
can smoke without being caught. 
— “Buddy” Wilson. 

Wanted — To know if Mr. Pen- 
nington can play golf. — Claude 
Holt. 

Wanted — To know when he is 
going to pass Math. 4. — Larry 
Montgomery. 

Wanted — To know when “Coo- 
ties” are going to win. — Coach 
Kirkpatrick. 

Wanted — To know why Wren- 
ne plays the hole. — *Cootie Team. 

Wanted — To know how to 
start his Ford. — George Martin. 

Wanted — New pledges in th* 
Hoo-Doo Club. — Senior Members. 

Wanted' — To know why Moody 
is calley “Lovey.” — The Female 
Sex. 

Wanted — Someone to ring the 
bells on time. — -Student Body. 
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Wanted — To organize a five- 
piece band. — -“Spider^* Walker. 

Wanted — To know why he is 
called ‘‘Pumpkin.^^ — Paul Helm. 

Wanted — "‘Someone to Love.^^ 
— Moody. 

Wanted — cigarette. — ^Robert 
Estes. 

Wanted — Attendance at bas- 
ket ball games. — Basket Ball 
Team. 

Wanted — A pair of shoes, size 
24. — “Suitcase*' Williams. 

♦ >i> « 

WEATHER 

This rainy weather frets me 
And makes me very blue. 

A dull day always “gets me/* 
With skies of leaden hue. 

Why can't the sun be shining 
As once it did of yore? 

But when I ask that question, 
The rain begins to pour. 

If Mr. Ground Hog comes today 
And does not see his shadow. 
We'll pass up sunshine for the 
rain, 

And I will be so glad, oh! 

It takes all kinds of weather, 

To make the old world run; 

So let's not mind the rain today 
And tomorrow greet the sun. 

Griswold, *27. 

« ♦ ♦ 

1st Drunk: “What must I tell 
them my name is?’* 

2nd Drunk: “Tell them it's 
Jimmie Smith." 

1st Drunk: “But that's your 
name." 

2nd Drunk: “Gosh! You think 
of everything, don't you?" 

♦ ♦ * 

Frank Cole's full name is 
Frank, Susie, Pie Pear, Madison 
Square Garden, Narcissus, Ger- 
anium Cole. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Mr. Pennington goes to lunch 
early every day to avoid the 
stampede. 

* * ^ 

George Martin has a new Ford. 
That is the only sign we have of 
the Bulletin's financial condition. 


Mr. Cherry in French Four: 
“Walker, what means dog?" 

Walker: “Don't call on me Mr. 
Cherry, I am an honorary mem- 
ber." 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

K. Montgomery in Spanish the 
other day had himself eating 
soap and washing his face with 
soup. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Mr. Cherry's Math Five class 
wants to know why he letters all 
his triangles EAT. Maybe it is 
because he is interested in the 
lunch room. 

♦ 

Geoige Martin put a puncture 
patch on the outside of his tire 
casing in order to be sure that 
the air would remain inside the 
tire. 

She: “Am I the first girl you 
ever kissed?" 

He: “No, but you are the first 
one who made me wish you 
were." 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Here lies the body of Mr. Ross- 
ing, 

He parked, with his girl, on a 
railroad crossing. 

* ♦ * 

Larry Montgomery says all the 
girls who like him think he is 
Kingsley. 

« « m 

Coggins is so dumb he thinks 
Oliver Twist is a new step in the 
Charleston. 

* * * 

“Suitcase" Williams with sore 
feet is as bad as a giraffe with a 
sore throat. 

♦ * ♦ 

^ Morton is so dumb be thinks 
Wheeling, West Virginia, is a 
hard job. 

* m * 

Mrs. Goldstein invested in the 
second hand clothes business and 
put an ad in the paper which 
read as follows: “Mrs. Goldstein 
has cast off clothes of every de- 
scription and invites early in- 
spection. 



26 


MOQSTTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


FAREWELL 

It won’t be long before I leave 
Old M. B. A. forever. 

Though I may go a thousand 
miles, 

I will forget her never. 

Twas in the Fall of Twenty-three 
I first came here to school. 

They beat upon the Freshmen 
then ; 

There was no hazing rule. 

I’ve seen this building spring 
right up. 

The ola one lost in flame. 

I’ve seen our school in these few 
years 

Achieve athletic fame. 

I’ve seen the new gymnasium 
rise. 

The best for miles around — 

The school declared a holiday 
When first they broke the 
ground. 

The school has changed a thou- 
£>and ways, 

Yet ’neath an honored name. 
There’s something here which 
changes not. 

The spirit is the same. 

Martin, ’27. 

* * * 

Man is dust. Along comes a 
water wagon and his name is 
mud. 

« ♦ * 

She was only a poor cigar 
manufacturer’s daughter but she 
knew the ropes. 

♦ « « 

Ward Phillips, the boy with 
the ingrowing face. 

♦ * ♦ 

Vaughn is the oldest joke in 
school. Yes, Oswald, he has 
been here about twelve years. 

4c ♦ Xi 

The ‘T Smoka Gig” fraternity 
will soon start holding its meet- 
ings down at the bridge since the 
weather has been so warm. 

* ♦ * 

Fellows, it certainly is hard to 
try to write all the locals. Turn 
in a few wise cracks of your own 
to help the local editor along. 


THE TACK 

The boy sat down upon a tack, 

The tack seemed sharp and hot; 

But the boy was very tough 

And the tack he noticed not. 

He sat and sat and then got up. 

Straight forward he did glance; 

He only noticed when he moved, 

A slight hitch in his pants. 

He walked and walked, then sat 
again. 

He and his pants seemed mated. 

He looked and looked, and then 
at last 

The tack’s head he located. 

He fussed and raved and then 
went home. 

To get some wire pliers. 

You see, the tack had worked 
right on 

Up into old Joe Myers. 

J. H. Adkins, ’28. 

4c ♦ Xc 

NO BUGGING 

A distinguished gentleman, J. A. 

P., 

A great golfer wanted to be; 

But as you know, he cannot drive 

Though ever so hard he will 
strive. 

He will drive and then he will 
put 

Until he knocks his ball in a 
rut; 

Then he will cuss and swear by 
hit name 

He will reach the golfer’s hall 
of fame. 

He always pays the caddies’ fees. 

And after each round drops 
on his knees. 

And then and there he will cuss 
the more 

For by now his feet are good 
and sore. 

There’s never a sheik that can 
play golf. 

Or a professor, and he is a 
prof. 

Don’t bug this golfer, let me tell 
you, 

For it will be your Waterloo. 

Paul Bracy, ’28. 
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Brown grows whiskers so fast 
he has to carry a razor to the 
dances so he can shave at inter- 
mission. 

* ♦ ♦ 

M. Ball (at Howe and Emer- 
son) : **Are the names on the 
back of aur new sweaters?” 

Mr. Howe; “No.” 

MT. Ball: “Blair said so.” 

>l< He 4! 

George Wilson was caught 
blushing before a stripped gear. 

♦ ♦ * 

Martin; “I am going to town 

on business.” 

Randolph: “Suppose some one 
calls for an ad?” 

Martin: “Tell them to wait 

outside Loewis until I come out.” 

* ♦ ♦ 

Mr. Cherry: “Noble, now you 
see I am subtracting. Now, I 
have rubbed out that seven. 
Where has it gone?” 

Noble; “Oh, I know, it's on 
the eraser.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Jordan: “ 'Fessor Jim, you're 
getting gray-headed.” 

'Fessor Jim: “Yeah, boy, these 
women are running me crazy.” 


EXCHANGES 

The Ward-Belmont Hyphen, 
Ward-Belmont College, Nashville, 
Tenn.: A good paper. We are 


glad to have you on our exchange 
list. 

Central High News, Central 
High School, Nashville, Tenn. : 
An interesting paper. Your ath- 
letic department is good. 

The Maroon and White, Chat- 
tanooga High School, Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn. 

The Bell, Tilghman High 
School, Paducah, Ky. : You have 
a well arranged paper. 

The Jonesboro High Times, 
Jonesboro High School, Jones- 
boro, Ark.: You have an eexcel- 
lent joke department. 

The Echo, Hume-Fogg High 
School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Campus List, Baylor 
School, Chattanooga, Tenn. : A 
good paper, but we miss an ex- 
change department. 

The Wallace World, Wallace 
University School, Nashville, 
Tenn. 

The Signal, Central High 
School, Columbia, Tenn. : You 
have a good paper. 

The Masquerader, Vanderbilt 
University, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Crimson, Manual Training 
High School, Louisville, Ky.: You 
have an excellent paper in all de- 
partments. We are glad to re- 
ceive it. Keep us on your ex- 
change list. 


HOWE & EMERSON 

REED OIL CO. 

Sporting 6ood$ 

ARC 

Reeco Moto 
iol Power Gasoline 

Telephone 6-8731 

seuARc 

CHARLES M. CARROLL, 16 


28 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 



M. B. A., 31; A, C. H. S., 24. 

The basketball season was opened when our team went 
to Ashland City to play the high school of that place. In 
this first game the team showed some good form. Blair was 
high scorer with 12 points, with Worrall and Goodman 
next, the former getting 10 and the latter 6. Johnson and 
Morton put up a good defense game. The second team as a 
whole performed well. 

For the losers Tucker was high scorer with 8 points, 
while Allen collected 6. Adkisson was the outstanding de- 
fense player for the losers. 

The starting line-up was as follows : 


M. B. A. A. C. H. S. 

Worrall (10) F Tucker (8) 

Goodman (6) F Allen (6) 

Blair, Capt. (12) C.- Adkisson, Capt. 

Johnson (2) G Pitt (2) 

Morton G Smith (3) 


Substitutes: Thomason for Worrall, McAlpine for 

Goodman, Young for Blair, Myers for Johnson, Cotton for 
Morton. 

Referee : Carter. 

M. B. A., 47; A. C. H. S., 14. 

M. B. A. defeated Ashland City High School for the 
second time at the opening of our new gymnasium. M. B. 
A. had better team work than it did a week ago when it 
won from the same team by a closer score. The winners 
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played smarter basketball in every department than in 
the previous game. 

Captain Blair collected 17 of his team’s points. Good- 
man ranked next to him with 14 points. Brown and Thom- 
ason each made 6 points, while the defense game of Jack 
Morton was outstanding. For the second team, Ball, 
Young and McAlpine displayed some fine basketball. Ash- 
land City put up a hard fight, with Tucker and Smith high 
scorers. 

M. B. A., 22; Titans, 8. 

M. B. A. defeated the Y. M. C. A. Titans in the "‘Y” gym 
by the score of 22 to 8. The game was very slow, both 
teams missing many shots. The half ended with M. B. A. 
leading 14 to 4. The M. B. A. subs played most of the last 
half. Goodman led the team in scoring with 9 points, fol- 
lowed closely by Blair with 8. Thomason and McAlpine 
collected 5 points together. Brown and Morton played a 
great defense game for M. B. A. 

Gattis collected 5 of the 8 points for his team. His floor 
work was also the best for the losers. Voss played a good 
defense game, taking the ball olf his opponent’s backboard 
several times. 


M. B. A., 25; Hunne-Fogg, 14. 

M. B. A. won its first game in the race for the city title 
by defeating Hume-Fogg 25 to 14. The first half was hotly 
contested, four minutes being played before either team 
scored. The first half ended 10 to 5 in M. B. A.’s favor. 
The second half was more interesting, with both teams hit- 
ting the basket more often. This was the second straight 
year that M. B. A. has defeated Hume-Fogg on Captain 
Earl Blair’s birthday. He was high scorer for his team 
with 12 points. Goodman was next in line with 8 points. 
Brown and Morton played a great defense game for the 
Red and White. Frith led Hume-Fogg with 8 points, while 
Ewing collected 4. Davis was the outstanding floor man 
for Hume-Fogg. 

The starting line-up was as follows: 
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M. B. A. 


Hume-Fogg. 

Thomason (2) 

F. 

Frith (8) 

Groodman (8) - ^ 

F. _ 

Davis 

Blair, Capt. (12) 

C.- - 

_ - Sills (3) 

Brown (1) — - 

„ _G. __ 

Ewing (2) 

Morton - - 

. _G 

Fisher, Capt. (I) 


M. B. A., 20; Cathedral Hi, 24. 

M. B. A. met defeat for the first time this year when it 
dropped a hard fought game to the Cathedral High by the 
score 24 to 20 in the third three-minute playoff. M. B. A. 
was leading at the halfway mark 11 to 7. The Cathedral 
boys came back strong, and at the end of the second half 
the score was tied. The first three-minute playoff neither 
team scored, the second resulted the same way ; in the third 
playoff Lynch got a goal and then Beehan got a lucky one. 
For the winners Captain Lynch was the outstanding star 
and was high scorer with 11 points. Beehan collected 6. 
For M. B. A., Goodman got 10 points and also played 
the floor well. 


The starting line-up was as follows: 

M. B. A. Cathedral Hi. 


Blair, Capt. (3) 

F._ _ 

Beehan (6) 

Goodman (10) 

F. . 

Lynch, Capt. (11) 

Me Alpine (2) 

C.- - 

. Gibbons (5) 

Brown (5) 

. __ -G. . 

. r Kelley (2) 

Morton 

G. - 

Clunon 


Referee: Chest. 


The Most Refresh- 
ing Drink in the 
World 



AT ALL STORES, 
CAFES AND STANDS 


5c BOTTLE 



. H. KIRKPATRICK 
FUEL CO. 

MINERS AND DISTRIBUTORS 

BEECH CREEK and MONDRAY 

COALS 

♦♦♦ 
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Hanclled_by the Following 
Nashville Dealers 

ANDREWS COAL COMPANY 
FRED B. CASSETTY COAL CO. 
W. W. BUSH & SON 
FRANK COAL CO 
MERCHANTS ICE & FUEL CO. 

McRAE COAL CO. 

PERRY & LESTER COAL CO. 

TANKARD & WOODALL 
KEITH VAUGHN COAL CO. 
OVERTON WILLIAMS PINNER CO. 
R. H. LEE & SON 




